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FREE SPEECH 


(eae community which dares not protect 
its humblest and most hated member in the 
free utterance of its opinions, no matter how 
false and hateful, is only a gang of slaves.— 


WENDELL PHILLIPS. 


F all mankind minus one were of one 
| opinion and only one person was of con- 
trary opinion, mankind would be no 
more justified in silencing that one person than 
he, if he had the power, would ke justified in 
silencing mankind. . . Over himself, over his 
own body and mind, the individual is sovereign. 
The only purpose for which power may be 
rightfully exercised over a member of a civil- 
ized state against his will, is to prevent harm to 
others. If a man does not keep step with his 
companions, it is kecause he hears a different 


drummer.” —_JOHN STUART MILL. 


Liberty means the assurance that every man 
shall be protected in doing what he believes to 
be his duty against the influence of authority 
and majorities, opinion and custom.—LORD 


ACTON. 
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THE VOICE IN THE WILDERNESS has come to life again. Are 
you glad? I hope so. 
: > = 
There is such a thing, unfortunately, as illiberal, intolerant 
radicalism. True radicalism should be broad, fair-minded, tolerant, 
liberal. This is—or at least tries to be—a magazine of liberal rad- 
icalism. 
* = 
How long will the hooligan press continue to use ““Huns’”’ when 
speaking of the Germans? Seven months have passed since the 
armistice, but the slimy poison is still oozing from the pages of the 
plutocratic press. 
* * 
How many more days of Burleson and Lamar? And still I am 
told that they are sincere in their blindness. 
* = 
And how many more days of the infamous gag law dishonestly 
named the Espionage act? 
= * 


Can you name any other country in which a magazine with a 
title “Treat ’em Rough” could exist and prosper? Leaving out of 
consideration its vile brutal contents, the title alone would damn it, 
and would make its continued publication impossible. 

* * 


The Times, which can be relied upon to be for every vicious 
and cruel thing, is of course for the Czaristic cutthroat Kolchak. In 
its issue of June ist it has a picture of a valiant hero labeled Kolchak 
sticking a knife into a beast labeled Bolshevism. That picture should 
be preserved. It might come in handy sometimes. All it might be 
necessary to do would be to change the labeling. 
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Brest-Litovsk and Versailles 


When the terms of the Brest-Litovsk Treaty were published 
fo the world I said: Brest-Litovsk will prove Germany’s nemesis. 


And it has. 


I am sorry to say that the Versailles Treaty differs but little 
from the Brest-Litovsk Treaty. If it differs, it differs in being 
worse. It is the wretchedest, most dishonest, most cruel treaty 
that was ever imposed on a vanquished nation. We hoped that 
different principles would prevail at the making of the present peace 
freaty, but evidently our hopes were foolish, childish dreams. It 
is still the old Roman way—Vae Victis—Woe to the vanquished; 
fo the victor belong the spoils. It is a treaty, as I said elsewhere, 
made deliberately the sow dissent, to plant anguish, hatred, resent- 
ment and antagonism in the hearts of millions of people, and I 
would despair utterly of the fate of humanity if I did not have hope in 
the awakening of the conscience of nations. 


Perhaps in five, perhaps in ten or in twenty years the peoples 
themselves will tear up these treaties as wretched, vicious, dishonest 
scraps of paper, and will say: No, we want no bandits’ peace. We 
will not make innocent men, women and children suffer for the 


misdeeds of their former rulers. 
* * 


The Greatest Crime Yet 


Everybody whose mind and morals have not been irretrievably 
perverted by the blood hysteria of the last four years and by the 
deliberately atrocious inventions of the reptile press now readily 
admits that the Allies are responsible for innumerable blunders, 
stupidities and crimes. On their shoulders rests the responsibility 
for millions, literally millions, of deaths, both on the battlefield and 
from starvation. 


The Allies’ attitude towards Russia has been particularly fero- 
cious, particularly stupid, particularly cynical and shameless. The 
inhuman, merciless treatment of Russia by the Allies, which has been 
resulting in the death by starvation of two hundred thousand men, 
women and children a month, will constitute one of the blackest pages 
in the history of the world. 

We thought that the lowest depths of brutality and criminality 
had been reached. But it seems that a still greater crime is about 
to be committed. “There are more and more persistent rumors of 
the recognition of the Kolchak “government” and of providing him 
with a limitless amount of munitions in order to help him crush the 


— 


Nay - 
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tevolutionary government of Russia. 

The heart stops still, the blood freezes and the brain congeals 
at the very thought of such a possibility. Kolchak is a ruthless; 
pitiless scoundrel who wants to bring Czarism back to Russia, and 
to recognize him and his army of drunken cutthroats means literally 
to drench Russian soil with the blood of its men, women and children. 
It means a brazen, brutal betrayal of every profession of decency, 
democracy, and self determination. By recognizing Kolchak and 
his army of brutes, by giving them moral and material aid in order 
to crush the revolution for which the Russian people struggled sa 
hard for over a half a century, means for the British and French 
governments to put themselves on a par with the brutal degenerates 
of the Romanoff dynasty. 

We cannot prevent the foreign governments from becoming 
the executioners of a nation, but can we not at least prevent our 
government from taking part in what would be the bloodiest and 
most dastardly of all crimes, a crime to which absolutely no parallel 


can be found in the history of the world? 
* * 


The Kolchak and Czecho-Slovak Terror 


Some mental and moral perverts and also some well-meaning 
people, misled by the poisonous propaganda of the prostitute press, 
speak of a Bolshevist “terror.” 

Ninety-nine per cent of the “terror”? reported in the newspapers 
is brazen and deliberate invention. ‘The so-called terror that did 
take place was merely in self-defense against counter-revolutionists 
and assassins. The appeal to foreign bayonets always exasperates a 
nation, for that is real treason. What would we think if a group of 
Americans appealed to some foreign nation to invade us in order 
to help that group settle internal difficulties? When during the 
French Revolution the degenerate French noblemen appealed to 
foreign governments to crush France, the French became exasperated 
and instituted a ruthless terror. This the noble Frenchmen of 
today forget. And in order to collect their bloody millions which 
they loaned to the Russian Czar in 1905 against the protests of the 
Duma to help him crush the Russian Revolution, they are willing 
to starve, to enslave and to destroy a whole nation. 

Everybody familiar with the truth knows that the so-called 
terror that there has been in Russia had its beginning only after the 
foreign invasion. But even if all the atrocious inventions about the 
“terror” were true, it would pale into utter insignificance compared 
with the terror and ghastly deeds performed daily by Kolchak and 
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his murderous army which consists of the scum of Russia. aided and 
abetted by the Judas nation, the CzecheSlovaks, and morally and 
materially supported by the noble Allies. 

If you wish to know what real terror is, what ghastly bruteli- 
ties beasts in human form are capable of, read the “Red Cross Mage 
zine” for April, read there the artide about the Death Tram im 
Siberia, described by an American banker, a man whose credibility 
is above suspicion, who has described things as he saw them, de 
scribed them 2s a matter of duty, tho the very sight of them sickened 
him to death. (A part of that article you can also read in “The 
Liberator” for May)- 


Read that, see what Kolchak and the Czecho Slovaks are doing 
in that unhappy country, and sec if anybody who speaks in favor 
of recognizing Kolchak deserves the name of 2 human being. 


It is horrible, horrible, beyond words to describe, even beyond 
thoughts to think. And it is done by nations that damned that 
they were fighting to destroy autocracy and militarism. 


And what 3s true of Kolchak is also truce of the Finnish butcher 
General Mannerhaim. 


= = 


Two New Nations 


And so Czeche-Slovakia and Poland have been freed irom 
their foreign oppressors and are now, free, independent nations. 


Somehow or other my radical, libertarian and humanitarian 
beart refuses to rejoice at the fect. I consider every event from its 
influence on humanity at large, and from this point of view it seems 
to me dificult to consider the independence of Czecho-Slovakia and 
Poland a thing to rejoice over. They are not nations permeated with 
tions and I detest chauvimistic nations as I detest chauvinistic in- 
dividuals. 

They-have started in badly. Czecho-Slovakia has soiled its 
hands in the blood of Russian liberals and has fed on the fiesh of 
helpless Russian men, women and children. Poland started to cele- 
brate its independence by looting and burning the shops and houses 
of defenceless people and by murdering innocent men, women and 
children. In short, Poland’s celebration of independence was an 
old-fashioned Russian pogrom. 
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It seems to me that a good deal of the reactionary brutality, 
chauvinism and anti-semitism that were prevalent in Russia under 
the dear Romanoffs have taken their way across the border to Poland 
and Czecho-Slovakia. Hence my heart refuses to rejoice. For 
humanity at large it would have been better as far as those two 
nations are concerned, if things had remained in statu quo. There were 


no pogroms in Austria and German Poland under the former régimes. 
* 


Differentiate Between a Nation and Its Government 


In speaking or writing it is often impossfble to avoid the error 
of using the name of a nation when the government of that nation is 
meant, But I wish you always to bear in mind that I never speak 
disparagingly of any nation. It is always its government to which I 
tefer. 

When I say that the Roumanians are the rottenest nation on the 
face of the earth I certainly do not mean the Roumanians, I only 
mean the Roumanian government and its foul autocracy. When 
I say that Poland has made a bad start and is pursuing the tactics 
of Russian Czarism, I do not mean the Poles as a nation, I mean 
-Paderewski and the haughty Polish aristocracy, which has always 
been the vilest and cruelest in Europe. And if the Czecho-Slovaks’ 
hands are soaked in the blood of the Russian people, I do not blame 
those blind, ignorant dupes—I blame their leaders who have sold 
them to the powers of reaction. 

So please always bear this in mind. My internationalism is not 
a flimsy cloak, easily blown off by the lightest zephyr. The peoples 
are all right, and would certainly rather live in peace and harmony 
with other nations than to murder and be murdered. It is their 
rulers and their poisonous newspapers that are responsible for the 


peoples’ stupidities and atrocities. 
* * 


The League of Nations 


I am a member of The League of Free Nations Association, 
and I had great hopes that the League of Nations would prove a 
real instrument of righteousness, a real instrument for the preven- 
tion of future wars. 

I am not ashamed of my optimism, but I must admit that the 
worst predictions of my pessimistic friends have come true. The 
League of Nations as at present constituted is nothing but a fake, 
fraud and humbug. It has the word “hypocrisy” written all over it. 

And nevertheless, nevertheless, nevertheless, it may prove a 
“first step.” Sometimes people build better than they know and 
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things conceived in wickedness and hypocrisy and meant to be in- 
struments of evil turn out to be instruments of good. Let us wait 


awhile before we give way to utter despair. 
* * 


Another War Soon? 


Ex-Ambassador Morgenthau predicts another great war within 
fifteen or twenty years. And he advises us not to permit our re- 
cently awakened militaristic spirit to become dormant again, not 
to relax our vigilance and not to curtail our militaristic preparations. 

It is true the wretched Peace Treaty seems to have been made 
for the distinct purpose of causing rankling, resentment and antag- 
onism. Nevertheless, I am more optimistic than our good ex- 
Ambassador, and I firmly believe that this is the last agony that 
we had to go thru. It is not the diplomats, of course, that will raise 
a finger to prevent another war, but I believe that the people will not 
permit another such catastrophe. In five or ten years I expect to see 
a marvelous change in the attitude of the nations towards each other. 

They will wake up and will tell to their diplomats and their 
governments: “To hell with your secret treaties and so-called open 
covenants. We have no reason to shed your or our blood, and we 
are not going to penalize any nation for the misdeeds of its former 
rulers. Some governments are more guilty than others for having 
started the war, but none is entirely blameless. And there is not 
one nation as a nation that actually wanted war. ‘The sins of the 
kings and kaisers and militaristic cliques shall not be expiated by 
innocent men, women and children. We want to live in peace and 
harmony. Away with you!” 

And peace and harmony will in my opinion prevail. 

Am I too optimistic? Perhaps. If I am, please leave me my 


optimism. 
* * 


Bourgeois Liberal Magazines 


Some of our ultra-radical publications while recognizing the honesty, 
sincerity and value of such magazines as The Nation, The Dial and 
The New Republic, refer to them nevertheless somewhat sneeringly 
as “liberal bourgeois” magazines. Well, if The Nation or The Dial 
is a liberal bourgeois magazine, then for God’s sake let us have 
more of them. If unswerving honesty, devotion to truth, lack of 
bias and partisanship, fairness to everybody and desire for the happi- 
ness of every member of society constitutes bourgeois liberalism, then 
let us have more of it. The happiness of the human race will be 
achieved thereby much more quickly than by bias, by partisan per- 
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versions and by the spreading of hatred. 

As far as I am personally concerned I must say that I much 
prefer The Nation, to let us say, The Weekly People. And I can- 
not help believing that any intelligent radical, even if he style him- 
self a socialist, would prefer the former to the latter. 


It ill behooves our ultra-socialists and extreme radicals to sneer 
at liberal bourgeois magazines like The Nation, The Dial and The 
New Republic. They have been the one ray of light in the terrible 
darkness thru which we have been passing, and they have accom- 
plished a good deal more than the ultra-radical publications have. 
If the editor of The People is not altogether biased, he, or rather 
she, will admit that The Nation, for instance, is doing incompar- 
ably more good than is The People. Isn’t that so? 

* * 


Playing with the Word “Revolution” 


And I will say that some very excellent people are playing into 
the hands of the reactionaries and plutocrats by their careless and 
thoughtless use of the word “‘revolution.”” “They seem to like to roll 
the word in their mouth. When Scott Nearing says that the only 
solution for our troubles is revolution, and then proceeds to ex- 
plain that he means a peaceful revolution, then he is merely playing 
with words, and playing as I said before, into the hands of the tories 
and reactionaries. It gives the papers a chance and an excuse to 
come out with big scare headlines that the socialists demand a bloody 
revolution. 

It is no use being childish. “Lo nine hundred and ninety-nine 
people out of a thousand the word “revolution” means bloodshed 
and violence. And a man has no right to use that word, sign himself 
“yours for the revolution” and state at every proper and improper op- 
portunity that the only solution for our social ills is a ‘‘revolution,” 
when he means a change, even if it be a radical change, by peaceful 
and legal constitutional methods. 

Again I ask, why give, unnecessarily, ammunition into the 


hands of vicious and unscrupulous enemies? 
* * 


Samuel Gompers 


Mr. Samuel Gompers, I am told, is an honest man. He is above 
taking any bribes. But if the imperialistic plutocracy paid him a 
million or ten million dollars a year they would be getting his 
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services cheap. He is doing more to keep American labor ignorant 
and reactionary than any other man living. As long as the working 
man gets an additional dollar a day he ought to be satisfied. That 
is his bible. Humanitarian ideals, international solidarity, that is 
all Greek to him. It will be a happy day for American labor and for 
the world at large, when they rid themselves of Samuel Gompers 


and narrowminded reactionary labor misleaders of his type. 
* * * 


If I Knew What Was Good For Me 


Somebody—in fact, several somebodies—told me that if I knew 
what was good for me I would leave things alone and would not 
again start up the Voice IN THE WILDERNESS. ‘“If’’—a little word, 
but of tremendous significance. “If I knew what was good for me.” 
That is just the trouble—if I knew what was good for me. But I 
don’t. If I had always known what was good for me and acted upon 
that knowledge what peace and comfort and wealth I might be en- 
joying now. But, then, I wouldn’t be I—so what is the use? Why 
waste time and energy on advice which can not be followed? 

* * 

It is hard to believe that the American people, who are for the 
most part honest and kindly folk, can much longer stomach the 
Administration policy in Russia of combined burglary and starvation, 


‘coupled with pious phrases—The Nation. 
* * 


The Greatest Failure in History 


Woodrow Wilson will go down in history as the greatest failure 
the world has ever seen. From him, to whom little is given, little 
is expected. But here was a man who had the most wonderful 
opportunity that was ever given to a man since the world was created, 
and he let it slip thru his fingers, as a little child lets the sand slip 
thru its fingers when playing on the beach. He had the opportunity 
to make himself truly immortal, an immortal among the world’s few 
immortals; instead, he will be known for a brief span as a well- 
meaning, but weak and vacillating politician—and then oblivion. . . 


What a pity. . . 
* * 


Upton Sinclair 


If I were a member of the Socialist Party or had some influence 
in its councils and if Upton Sinclair applied for readmission into the 
party I would vote to receive him with open arms. True, he was 
pro war, but he remained fair and decent thruout. He did not rush 
into the columns of the reptile press, he did not slander and denounce 
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his former comrades, he did not brand everybody who disagreed with 
him as pro-German, and he did not offer to throttle with his own 
hands all those who dared to think that the war had lasted long 
enough or those who dared to believe that peace without victory 
would have been the best for humanity as a whole. 


I for one believe absolutely in Sinclair’s unselfish sincerity. His 
head is sometimes wrong; his heart is always right. 
* * 


Professor James Harvey Robinson 


And so Professor James Harvey Robinson, one of the world’s 
real historians, has also resigned from Columbia University. In due 
time Columbia will be a fine institution. At the head of it a super- 
bureaucrat, and all the professors deaf and dumb jellyfish nonetities. 
The superbureaucrat will give orders as to what may be and should 
be thought and taught, and the professors will just carry out the 
orders. And what an amount of money the Butler to the Rich will 
be able to collect! It will be just lovely. 

* ® 


What the War Did to Our Radicals 


In times of what we are wont euphemistically to call ‘“‘peace,”’ 
when the currents of life run in relatively smooth channels, it is not 
always an easy matter to “place” people, to classify them, to put 
them under their proper rubric. In such times many people call 
themselves—liberals, radicals and humanitarians, whose liberalism, 
radicalism or humanitarianism is of, extreme thinness, barely sufficient 
to cover as a scant varnish the surface of their bearers. 


Not so in times of stress, in periods of national or international 
crises. Such times quickly show a man’s true intellectual and moral 
caliber, quickly reveal the real stuff a man or woman is made of. 
In such times to pose as a radical or humanitarian is not always con- 
venient, comfortable or safe; and, besides, periods or stress and of 
danger call forth emotional reactions which it is difficult or impos- 
sible to hide, even if there were a desire to do so, and which reveal 
the people in their true characters. 

This war which touches every sentient human being, whether 
he will or no, has been a wonderful revealer of character, a most 
remarkably efficient classifier of intellect. It has “placed” our men 
and women as nothing else could. I am dealing here, of course, only 
with the liberals and radicals. 
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[Poland celebrated its independence as a nation by looting and 
burning Jewish shops and houses and by massacring peaceful men, 


women and children. ] 
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man you ain’t much, but as a pogrom maker you have excelled even 


SHADE OF NICHOLAS II: 


me and my black hundreds. Shake.” 
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This, like every other civilized country, has had a fair pro- 
portion of people who called themselves liberals and radicals; progres- 
sives, singletaxers, socialists, philosophical anarchists, propaganda-of- 
the-deed-anarchists, birth-control advocates, and unclassified liberals 
and humanitarians: i. e., people who while not belonging to any 
party, and not calling themselves by any special name, were gen- 
erally sympathetic to humanitarian causes. 


What did the war do to all those people? 


Some of them have retained their sanity and unclouded vision, 
have perceived clearly the sham and hollow pretense of every one of 
the belligerent nations, became quickly convinced, if they were in 
doubt in the beginning, that this war, like all other wars, was not 
being fought for any principle, that its prolongation could only bring 
disaster to every nation involved and to neutrals as well, refused to 
swallow the myths and the dastardly lies manufactured by the gov- 
ernments and the newspapers, refused to be influenced by the na- 
tional hysteria and the deliberately scattered seeds of international 
hatred; in short, have remained steadfast to the sacred ideals of 
Liberty, Human Brotherhood and International Solidarity. We will 
put people of this class into Class One. 


Some of the radicals persuaded themselves that our entry into 
the war was not only justifiable, but necessary, unavoidable and our 
sacred duty; they persuaded themselves that in joining the Allies we 
were fighting for liberty and democracy and that the world would 
not be safe until German militarism was crushed. They swallowed 
the myth that one of the belligerents was a nation of savages and bar- 
barians, while their enemies consisted of saints. “They became strong 
and ardent believers in the war. But while believing in the war, 
they insofar remained true to their former ideals, that they objected 
to mob violence, to trampling upon the Constitution, to ruffianism and 
brutality, to the suppression of free speech, free press and peaceable 
assembly and to all encroachments upon personal liberty not absolutely 
necessary for the successful prosecution of the war. ‘These constitute 


Class Two. 


The people of Class Three are of an entirely different caliber. 
They not only justified and believed in the war. they justified 
every brutality connected with it; formerly staunch defenders of free 
speech and a free press, they now justified every brutal invasion of 
personal liberty, not only justified but counseled suppression of free 
speech and free press, showed the utmost intolerance towards any- 
body who disagreed with them or the power-that-be and did not 
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even hesitate to sanction and to counsel imprisonment for anybody 
who was either opposed to the war or yearned for immediate peace, 
The actions and statements of some of these people can only be 
explained on the basis of a temporary aberration of mind, a sudden 
attack of mental and moral insanity, an outbreak of chauvinistic de- 
lirium., It is quite likely that after the war is entirely over, many 
people of this class will regain their mental equilibrium and will 
rejoin the ranks of the radicals. 


Class Four. But now we are going down into the depths. 
There is a class of former radicals who may with perfect fairness and 
justice be designated as moral skunks or renegades. Not only do they 
trample and spit upon their beliefs and ideals of two years ago, but 
they lie about, slander and betray their former comrades; yes, they 
do not hestitate to take the part of common thugs and informers and to 
act as lickspittles to the powers-that-be. These renegades, these 
traitors will never be forgiven, will never be readmitted into the 
ranks of decent men, of honest radicals. They cannot even be 
excused on the score of chauvinistic delirium. It is simply rascality 
which the war has brought to the surface. ‘They never were honest 
liberals—their liberalism was just a cloak which the storm of the 
war has blown off, exposing them in their shocking nakedness. 


There is still another class, a rather nondescript jumble of all 
those who do not fit exactly into any of the previous classes. Here 
belongs the out-and-out coward—the fellow who confesses that 
while he believes otherwise it is more convenient for him to show 
himself a howling jingo. Here belongs the fellow who conceals his 
opinions because he was offered a good government or other patriotic 
job which it would be a pity to let go by; here belongs the fellow 
who, formerly a free thinker, has suddenly turned religious (just 
think of the man whom the horrors and cruelties of the War would 
turn religious instead of just the other way!). In short in this 
class belong all the feebleminded and weak-kneed ladies and gentle- 
men who played at liberalism while the weather was fair, but ran 
to cover, each to his or her proper hole, as soon as the sky became 
covered with threatening war clouds. 

‘That’s what the war did to our radicals. It has shown them up 
as they really were and thus put each one in his or her proper class. 


To which of the above five classes do you belong? 
* * 


Clerical Hoodlums 


Hnery Van Dyke, Newell Dwight Hillis, William T. Manning 
—what a trio of clerical venom spitters and hate disseminators. And 
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they call themselves disciples of the gentle Christ. Is there really 
no limit to human shamelessness, no bounds to human hypocrisy ?— 
What a sorry réle the Church has always played in human history! 
Always for the masters, always for the butchers. There are a few 


noble exceptions, but how small is their number! 
* * 


A Deeply Interested Crowd 


One hundred and twenty-fifth Street and Seventh Avenue. A 
big crowd. Middle class business men, clerks and workingmen. A 
good American crowd. Strong clean-shaven faces. All well dressed. 
Good straw hats, clean stiff collars and well-fitting, mostly well shined 
shoes. All are looking up with intense interest. And many are hold- 
ing small notebooks in their hands and are eagerly copying some- 
thing from the billboard. What is it all about? What causes this 
intense interest in this variegated crowd? What is the reason of 
this craning of necks and this bulging of eyes? Has some good news 
come from Paris? Have the fates of nations been decided? 

No. Just the baseball score. And there flashed thru my mind 
—TI am sorry, but I could not help it—the following thought: 

“What a lot of bums. What can you expect from them? And 
they are the citizens of the republic, who by their votes decide our 
fate and the fate of other nations.” 

I know I should not apply even in thought the epithet “bums” 
to a miscellaneous crowd. But you know that we cannot control our 
thoughts. | We can control our words and actions, but not our 
thoughts. They come unbidden. And do not make the mistake of 
assuming that I am opposed to baseball; far from it. It is an excel- 
lent outdoor game. But I am opposed to baseball being the sole 


interest of people. Such people deserve an uncomplimentary epithet. 
+= * 


Another Deeply Interested Crowd 


I entered a public library on the East Side. The reading room 
was crowded, almost every seat was taken. Not a very prepossessing 
crowd physically. Distinctly foreign looking. Many heads were 
dissheveled, and many faces were bearded and not immaculately clean. 
The collars were mostly soft and wilted, and some of them decidedly 
soiled. Some of the ties bore a closer similarity to strings than to 
tie. And many pairs of shoes were unshined and down at the 
heels. But one could not help seeing that the faces were intelligent, 
that the brains of those people were busily thinking, and while most 
likely not one of them had any familiarity with baseball terms, many 
pf them, I was told, had the mastery of four or five languages, and 
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one man, a weak tuberculous looking individual, was pointed out to 
me who had perfect command of eight languages. And the mastery 
was not limited to mere reading and writing of those languages, but 
embraced the literatures: belles lettres as well as poetry, philosophy 
as well as economics. 


And some of the best articles in our magazines are from the 
pens of these inconspicuous unprepossessing foreigners. 


The first crowd—all body and no brain. 
The second crowd—all brain and no body. 


Why not combine the two? In a proper state of society they 


will be so combined. 
* * 


Two Hundred Thousand a Month 


It is claimed by impartial investigators that two hundred thou- 
sand human beings die of starvation in Russia, month after month, 
on account of the Allied blockade, a crime to which every decent 
man will agree with Mr. Amos Pinchot, no parallel can be found 
in history. 

Now, it is one of two things. Either those two hundred thou- 
sand human beings are Bolshevik or they are not. 


If they are Bolshevik or in sympathy with the Bolshevik govern- 
ment, then what right have other nations to interfere with their 
method of government, to torture and starve them into submission? 
What has become of the self-determination of nations? 


If, however, as the enemies of the Soviet government assert, only 
five per cent. of the Russian people are Bolshevik and the other 
ninety-five per cent. anti-Bolshevik, then of those two hundred 
thousand people who die, one hundred and ninety thousand are non- 
Bolshevik and only ten thousand Bolshevik. This being the case, why 
starve one hundred and ninety thousand innocent and “loyal” people 
in order to encompass the death of ten thousand Bolsheviks? Rather 
a ghastly procedure, isn’t it? And done by nations that were fighting 
that the world might be a better place to live in, that liberty and in- 
dependence might reign thruout the world. 


Starvation and machine guns will eventually subdue any nation. 
Suppose Bolshevism is crushed in Russia by the cruel process of star- 
vation, what will be proved? Will it prove that Bolshevism was 
wrong? Nothing of the kind. It will simply prove that the enemies 
of Bolshevism were strong enough to starve it into submission. 
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But the yearning will remain in the hearts of millions and millions 
of Russians and they will be longing to repeat the experiment, and 
the same yearning will be growing in the hearts of millions of people 
thruout the world. And they may also try at some time or other to 
repeat the experiment. 


Would it not have been much wiser to permit the Russians to 
pursue their experiment unhampered, without starvation staring them 
continually in the face and without the threats of foreign bayonets 
and machine guns? Then if the experiment proved a failure, the 
world would have been satisfied, there would be no resentment and 
hatred in the hearts of tens of millions of people, and nobody would 
care to repeat the experiment. But have you ever known diplomats 
of the old school to act sanely, decently and humanely? 

* x 


Kolchak and the Czar 


And so Kolchak is about to be, or has already been recognized 
by the Big Four. 


He may be recognized not by four but by forty powers. He will 
be a damnable Czaristic scoundrel, a vicious, ruthless reactionary, 
a bloodthirsty, ignorant cutthroat all the same. What has recognition 
to do with it? Czar Alexander the Third and Czar Nicholas the 
Second were “recognized” by every power on earth. We received 
their ambassadors with open arms and warmly shook their bloody 
hands. Were they not, in spite of their recognition, the vilest and 
lowest wretches on the face of the earth? And so is Kolchak, who 


wants to bring their reign back into Russia. 
* * 


Lenin and Kolchak 


One may disagree with the Bolsheviki. One may not believe 
in their theories and dislike their practice. One may believe that 
their theories are false and their application in practice harsh and 
even cruel. But anybody who, when it comes fo a choice between 
Lenin and Kolchak, decides for the latter and gives him his active or 
passive support, is a low grade imbecile or a vicious scoundrel, or 
both. This is my sincere opinion, and I am neither able nor willing 
to soften the expressions. For a person who is willing to support 
Kolchak, which support he cannot help knowing, means rivers of 
blood, packed jails, shootings and hangings of hundreds of thousands 
of people for years and years to come, no language is sufficiently 
drastic. 
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War and Revolution 


I take the liberty of reprinting the following editorial from the 
April issue of The Critic and Guide. Please read it carefully. 


I abhor war with every drop of blood in my veins, with every 
fibre of my quivering soul. You all know that. But may it please 
my ultra radical friends, I abhor revolution, that is, bloody revo- 
lution, almost as much. 


“That is temperamental with him—he abhors bloodshed,” 
you will say. Yes, it is temperamental. I am so constituted that 
I abhor bloodshed, violence, brutality and rowdyism under any 
circumstances, in any cause. But that is not the only reason for 
my opposition. I might be opposed temperamentally and still give 
my intellectual assent to a revolution if I thought it were really 
for the benefit of mankind. But there are two insuperable objec- 
tions to bloody revolutions. One is that in order to have a revolution 
you must have a mob. And a mob is always stupid and always 
cruel. One day it will stone and shoot its enemies, but the next 
day it will trample upon, crush and crucify its real saviors. 


Every nation unfortunately contains a certain percentage, and 
the percentage is larger than we think it is, of cruel, sadistic monsters. 
They derive pleasure and satisfaction from the mere infliction of 
pain and torture. And in any war, as well as in any revolution, 
those brutes who in ordinary times keep in the background, come 
to the surface and exercise their brutalities unrestrained. It is 
unfortunately true, as T. R. said, that every great movement 
has a fringe of lunacy; and it has a still broader fringe of cruelty. 
And just as this cruel, conscienceless element is ready to fight on 
any side in war, so it is equally ready to fight on the side of the 
revolution or counter-revolution. It cannot be denied, for instance, 
that many of the infamous wretches who constituted Russia’s Black 
Hundreds in the Czar’s régime, quickly joined the Bolshevik move- 
ment when they found that the latter were in power, and it is 
they who throw discredit and dishonor upon the sincere and idealistic 
leaders of that movement. Should a counter-revolution be suc- 
cessful, those same Black Hundreds would forsake the present govern- 
ment and become the most ruthless executioners of Russia’s radical 
elements. 


And in a democracy, even if it be a sham democracy, provided, 
it only has the machinery of democracy, i. e., universal suffrage, a 
revolution is unjustifiable. For there is one point from which, in 
spite of its triteness and platitudinousness, you cannot get away. 
And that is, that he who will not vote right will not shoot right. 
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Where is the warrant for believing that people who are so stupid 
as repeatedly to vote for their enemies and against their friends will 
over-night become so enlightened as to shoot at their enemies instead 
of at their friends? 


You say, that the newspapers are misleading the people and 
perverting their minds, and thus induce them to vote for their 
enemies. You need not tell me that. You know that nobody 
nurtures a deeper hatred against our prostitute press than I do. 
But if the people are so stupid and credulous as to follow the advice 
of those papers in their voting, why will they not follow the same 
newspapers’ advice in their shooting? 


You cannot get away from that, no matter how they try. If 
a person will not perform the perfectly peaceful and safe function of 
voting rightly, he will surely not engage in the dangerous and unsafe 
function of shooting rightly. 


Nor can you get away from the fact, no matter how you try, 
that in a democracy, even a sham democracy, where there is universal 
suffrage, the people can, if they wish, make all the changes necessary 
in a peaceful, orderly manner. Who can prevent the people from 
casting fifteen or twenty million votes for any candidate they choose? 
Elect a Congress of their own and make any laws they wish? Take 
North Dakota, for instance. Very valuable reforms have been 
instituted there, reforms that make the reactionaries gnash their 
teeth; but still they can do nothing, for the majority of the people 
are actually in favor of those things. And my contention is this: 
If only a minority of the people are in favor of a revolution, then 
the revolution is apt to fail, act as a boomerang and give the reac- 
tionaries greater power. If the actual majority of the people are 
in favor of revolution, then the revolution, i. e., a revolution of 
violence, is no longer necessary. 


Of course in autocratic countries where there is no machinery 
whatever for expressing the people’s will, there a revolution is 
the only method of accomplishing a change, and is justifiable even 
where there is a risk of failure. But this is not true of countries 
like England or the United States. 


Those who are constitutionally in favor of revolutions like 
to point to the French Revolution, as if that answered all argu- 
ments. There was a time—when I was about fifteen—when I 
was greatly thrilled by the French Revolution. But I am sorry 
to say that I am thrilled no longer. The shouting, shooting, and 
the street barricades, the guillotine working overtime, etc., are not 


A VOICE IN THE WILDERNESS 19 


in themselves sufficient to justify a revolution. We must free our- 
selves of the romantic glamor, which has surrounded revolutions 
for so long. Things must be judged by their results. And I am 
not so sure that humanity at large has gained much, if anything, 
by the fact of the French Revolution. This is not the place to go 
into details, examining the losses and gains of that revolution, nor 
will I refer to the Terror, and to the subsequent reaction whcih 
held Europe in its grip for many decades. I will merely call 
attention to the results of that revolution on the French nation 
itself. The fruit of the French Revolution after more than a 
century is a government as imperialistic and as corrupt as that 
of any monarchical country. It produced a government which actu- 
ally did make an alliance (yes, an alliance!) with the bloodiest 
and vilest monarchy in the world, that of the Russian Czar, a 
government that actually loaned money to the Russian Czar for 
the purpose of crushing the then beginning Russian revolution, a 
government which in order to collect that blood-money is opposed 
to a peace of justice and more than any other nation insists upon 
bloody intervention in Russia. Clemenceau is the ultimate fruit of 
the French Revolution. Anything to be proud of? 


England has had no revolution. Is it in any respect more 
reactionary, more backward, than France? Is it not rather more 
advanced that that country? 


Revolutionary phrases alone are no longer sufficient to en- 
thuse and to thrill me. I would have to be convinced that a 
revolution is an absolutely necessary step in the upward progress 
of humanity and that the good it accomplishes greatly overbalances 
its unavoidable evils before I could give it my approval. 


As to the recent Russian Revolution, that was no revolution 
at all. The Czar’s régime was an apple rotten thru and thru, 
and it wasn’t even necessary to shake the tree to make it drop. 
It fell down of itself. And the overthrow of the Kerensky gov- 
ernment was no revolution either. The Russian people were ahead 
of Kerensky, they were ripe for the change. Proof of it is the fact 
that it was accomplished without any bloodshed. 


This editorial has called forth considerable comment, chiefly 
favorable, but some of it unfavorable. The unfavorable comments, 
however, fail to say just what is wrong with it. If my logic is at 
fault, I wish you would be kind enough to point out just where. 
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Nineteen Seventeen 
December 31, 1917. 
A Personal Letter to My Non-Renegade Radical Friends: 


The future historian will speak of the year 1917 as one of the 
darkest years in the history of the United States. It was a year 
of black terror. A nation suddenly went mad and stood forth in 
all its shocking nakedness, its hypocrisy and brutality. Claiming to 
fight for liberty and democracy it ruthlessly crushed every manifesta- 
tion of liberty and strangled every champion of democracy. Tho 
having suffered no personal losses and being in no personal danger of 
invasion we showed more cruel as well as more stupid intolerance 
than any of the belligerent nations who were actually fighting for 
their lives. The mere holding of an unpopular opinion endangered 
a person’s life. 


People were taken out of their beds at night and hanged; thou- 
sands of people were brutally and illegally deported from their 
homes; idealists and peace-lovers were mercilessly beaten, tarred and 
feathered ; for trivial offences or no offences at all people were arrested 
and given brutal sentences—5, 10 or 20 years in prison. A dastardly 
gag bill was passed, which gave an uneducated bureaucrat—Post- 
master General Burleson—the right to censor and to exclude from 
the mails and from all other avenues of transportation every utter- 
ance which he did not like or which his uncultured medieval mind 
did not grasp, and he proceeded to strangle and destroy every news- 
paper and magazine whose policy he did not approve—and from 
his decision there was no appeal. Tho this was to be “in no 
sense a conscription of the unwilling,’ the earnest conscientious 
objector was mocked, mauled and maltreated and given long prison 
sentences; our “‘intellectuals’—save the mark—and writers became 
frenzied spy and heresy-hunters and informers and saw treason in 
every opinion that did not fully coincide with theirs; to our shame 
be it said, instead of counselling moderation, tolerance and sanity 
they played the same role as did the czar’s infamous black hundreds. 
And even—the most painful thing of all—our radicals and libertar- 
ians and “free thinkers” spat upon all their former professions and 
ideals, became hysterically frenzied and demanded crucifixion for 
anybody who dared to say either that the war was unnecessary or if 


This was the first of the letters which I began to send out after 
the Voice in the Wilderness was strangled. Only a few copies 
reached their destination. The rest were destroyed by the P. O. or 
D. of J. agents. 
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it was necessary it had lasted long enough and that it was time to put 
an end to further destruction of the human race. Some of them 
even offered themselves to act in the role of throttlers and execu- 
tioners. Every humane expression was barred because, said our ex- 
radicals and reactionaries, it might give aid and comfort to the 
enemy. There came a time when the word “peace,” one of the 
noblest words in the language, became a term of opprobrium and to 
say of a man that he wanted peace was equivalent to saying—in 
ordinary times—that a man was a scoundrel, a murderer who lusted 


blood. 


The mere yearning for peace became a crime, and you could 
only be sure of beinv considered truly patriotic if you expressed a 
desire and a hope that the bloody carnage might go on indefinitely. 
It became a dangerous thing for any employé, for any official, for 
any teacher to express humane sentiments. Imbeciles and spies 
were everywhere, hunting for treason where non existed, and often 
manufacturing some in order to pay up personal grudges. Any 
dishonest, crooked or medieval superintendent thus could get easily 
rid of any teacher whom he disliked and of whom he could not get 
rid in any other way. Professors of the highest standing were dis- 
charged like office boys by beureucratic presidents and piutocratic 
trustees. In short it was a great and glorious time for all rascals, 
liars, brutes and reactionaries. One could knock down or shoot any- 
body he disliked and claim that he did it because his victim expressed 
pro-German sentiments and he was sure to go scot free, perhaps with 
a word of approval and encouragement from the judge. The stupid 
intolerance against the German language and literature, German 
music, singing and painting, the ignoble attacks against German 
artists and musicians were such as to fill even half-way decent people 
with shame and indignation. 


As to our press, human language, always an imperfect instru- 
ment, fails utterly and completely before the task of characterizing 
it as it deserves to be characterized. No words can adequately ex- 
press the vileness, the meanness, the corruption, the cruelty, the 
intellectual prostitution, the fiendish cunning and the irrational 
fury of our press. If I were asked to name the one factor which 
I consider the greatest curse to humanity, the greatest menace 
to our liberties, cur hopes and our welfare, I would mention the 
Press. It represents the lowest rung in the ladder of falsehood, 
misrepresentation, dishonesty and mental and moral degradation. 
She who walks the streets is a saint in comparison with the editors 
and publishers of our metropolitan newspapers. Day after day 
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they have been pouring out their toxins, poisoning the people’s 
minds and brutalizing their souls. Day after day they have been 
deliberately lying, misrepresenting, slandering, and doing every- 
thing possible to make peace impossible. At the very faintest sign 
of the possibility of peace, they howled and yelped like a pack of 
maddened bloodhounds. The mere asking for a statement of the 
war aims was considered a crime and the man daring enough to 
make usch a suggestion was torn to shreds. Every brutality, every 
illegal shooting or hanging, every bestiality, such as the cruel 
beating of Herbert S. Bigelow, was applauded. No man, public or 
private, was secure from their ridicule, their curses, their threats and 
assaults, their dastardly misrepresentations and slanders. To take 
but the examples of Lenin and Trotzky. Two of the greatest, 
most incorruptible, most inflexible idealists the world has ever seen; 
two of the finest patriotic products of any revolution; two of the 
sincerest, noblest and truest lovers of humanity. And our corrupt 
prostitute press has constantly pictured them as wild. beasts, as 
ignorant demagogues, as paid tools of the Kaiser. And so often 
was the slander repeated that our feeble-minded radicals—who 
should have known better than to put the slightest trust in our 
newspapers—began to repeat the slander. Yes, to our shame and 
dishonor be it said, many of our “radicals” repeated the dastardly 
slanders about Lenin and Trotzky. 


Lenin and Trotzky are merely two out of hundreds of public 
and private men crucified by our vile and vicious press. Con- 
gressman or senator, marquis or laborer, anybody who said he 
thought it was time to begin ‘to think of peace was declared a 
traitor or in his dotage. (They could not say of the Marquis of 
Lansdowne that he was in German pay, so they said he was in his 
dotage.) Yes, it is no exaggeration to say that in the year 1917 
the Press excelled itself in vileness, mendacity, brutal hoodlumism 
and moral corruption. 


Such was the year 1917, when boiling and choking with indig- 
nation at the illegal, autocratic invasions and the brutalities com- 
mitted daily before my eyes, I decided to raise my feeble voice in 
protest. I knew it would be but a Voice in the Wilderness, but 
every editor who has a real message to deliver always hopes that his 
voice might be heard by some people who need to be awakened, 
always hopes that he might succeed in carrying his message across. 
I knew that the path of the publication would not be strewn with 
roses and violets, but taking for pure coin President Wilson’s state- 
ment, ‘‘ I can imagine no greater disservice to the country than to 
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establish a system of censorship that would deny to the people of 
a free republic like our own their indisputable right to criticize 
their own public officials. While exercising the great powers of 
the office I hold, I would regret in a crisis like the one through 
which we are now passing to lose the benefit of patriotic and intel- 
ligent criticism,” believing that the secretaries of his cabinet and 
their underlings would not dare to go against the spirit of his 
utterance, knowing myself to be at least as loyal and patriotic as 
Mr. Burleson—and a deal more intelligent,—knowing that I would 
never write anything treasonable, never whisper anything that might 
be of aid and comfort to the enemy, never advise any resistance to 
any law, vicious and brutal as I might consider it, because advising 
anybody to beat his head against a stone wall is cruel and therefore 
immoral; knowing that the magazine would not attempt the im- 
possible and foolhardy task of interfering with the conduct of the 
war, but would devote itself to advocating sanity, moderation, tol- 
erance, to working for an early, just and permanent peace, to 
Opposing vicious jingoism and international hatred, etc.; knowing 
all these things, I had hoped that I would have no difficulty in 
getting the Voice across to my audience, or rather to my bona fide 
subscribers. Well, I did not know how insanely hysterical a war- 
mad nation can become. I counted without my hosts, who in this 
case happen to be the esteemed, highly cultured, liberal-minded, 
forward-looking and broad-visioned Postmaster General Burleson 
and his equally well qualified solicitor-general, Lamar. A Voice in 
the Wilderness has been in existence four months and it has given 
me enough trouble to last me for forty years. The full history of 
its vicissitudes I shall have to leave for calmer times. Here I will 
merely say that every one of the four issues has been held up, 
confiscated or destroyed and declared unmailable. Requests to 
explain just exactly what rendered the issue unmailable remained 
unanswered. When autocrats find it inconvenient or impossible to 
answer a question, they simply leave it unanswered. Even mailing 
the issues in sealed envelopes under letter postage was of no avail. 
Distinctly against the law, many of the envelopes were opened and 
the issues were held up and destroyed. The same thing happened 
when the magazine was sent by express. 


Under such conditions it is useless to continue the magazine. 
It is useless to spend my time, money, brain-power and _heart’s 
blood to get out a magazine and then have it get mouldy in the 
cellar or destroyed by the postal authorities. What is the use of 
writing, be the writing of the noblest and the best, if you cannot 
deliver it to your readers? 
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Of course, I could change the tone of the magazine. I could 
make it more “moderate,” I could “soften” it; or I could 4 la New 
Republic and The Public, praise and applaud the war and thus 
gain immunity for attacks on little officials and uncalled-for acts 
of brutality. But not believing as the New Republic or The Public 
does, I cannot write as they do; as to moderating the tone, softening 
this and leaving out that, once you begin to hem and haw, the value 
of the thing is gone. I at least do not care to do it. | am not a trimmer 
and I possess neither an elastic conscience nor a pliable backbone. 
As I said many times before, there are certain subjects which either 
should not be discussed at all, or if discussed, should be discussed 
freely, frankly, unequivocally. Rather than have my Voice issue 
a false note, I would stifle it altogether. 

But I am not killing the Voice. I will just let it hiber- 
nate a bit—it is so dreadfully cold anyway. It will be a case of 
suspended animation—or publication. I shall not wait until peace 
has been declared—but as soon as I notice the first sign of return- 
ing sanity, of decency and fairness in our officials, I shall resume 
its publication. J have enough matter ready for a half a dozen issues 
—one issue is fully set up ready for the press—and, as said, 
with the first indication that the magazine will be permitted to go 
thru, the Voice will be resuscitated. Let us hope that we shall 
not have long to wait. It may only be a month or two. In the 
meantime, good-bye. No, not good-bye, au revoir! 

[And here we are. But the month or two became seventeen 


months. | 
# # 


The New-York Times 
Mr. Georce McAneny, March 26, 1919. 
The New York Times, 
Times Square, N. Y. C. 
My Dear Mr. McANENny: 


It is because The New York Times exerts such a great influence 
on the public opinion of this country that I consider it my duty to 
write this letter. And it is because I know you personally that I 
address the letter to you rather than to the editor or the publisher of 
the paper. 

I do not know how much influence you have in shaping the 
editorial policy of the paper, but if you could be instrumental in 
modifying that policy, it would be a good deed in behalf of this 
country and consequently of humanity in general. It would also 
prove ultimately an act of kindness towards the owners of the paper. 

Always tory, always reactionary, or let us say conservative, 
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always fighting for the interests of plutocracy as against the interests 
of the people, The Times yet had a certain sense of fairness and 
honesty, which, combined with its excellent news service, made it 
the paper of the intelligent, or so-called intelligent, classes; (I should 
add in parentheses, that its support of scientific medicine and its fight 
against medical charlatans and quacks of all sorts made it par- 
ticularly acceptable to the medical profession). 


But every trace of fairness and honesty .has been conspicuously 
absent in The Times during the past three or four years. In every 
event it has taken the viciously reactionary, brutal side. Its one 
remedy for all social problems has been violence and brutal force. 
The jail, the club, the gun, were its only remedies for those who dared 
to dissent from plutocratic or imperialistic opinion. Mob violence, 
tarring and feathering, lynching, provided they were committed 
against idealists and dissenters, not only did not meet with its con- 
demnation but generally received its mild approval. There was no 
medieval inquisitorial torture of conscientious objectors that called 
forth its protest. The most vicious sentences given by our Judge 
Jeffreys for the most trifling offences, sentences which never had 
their parallel not only in Germany but even in Russia, always met 
with its applause. Day after day it fanned the flames of racial hatred 
and poisoned the people’e minds and souls against whole nations. 
It became dishonest even in its news service—some news it concealed 
altogether, other news it distorted and garbled, and still other news 
it manufactured out of whole cloth. 


Its attitude towards Russia has been particularly vicious and 
malignant, as vicious and malignant as it has been stupid. By 
ostrich-like sticking its head into the sand, it refused to see facts, 
believing that by denying them the facts would become non-existent. 
There was no slander, no stupid invention, that it did not give space 
on its front page. Stories that everybody above the grade of a 
moron could not help knowing were false it presented to its readers 
as true, and even wrote editorials about them. It maligned every 
idealistic leader of Russia, while it sympathized with, approved of 
and supported every reactionary Czaristic scoundrel who is working 
for the restoration of the monarchy, from Korniloft to Kolchak. It 
actually pretended to believe that Lenin and Trotsky were German- 
paid, bloodthirsty monsters, when again everybody above the grade 
of a moron knows now what Raymond Robins has presented so 
clearly last Saturday, March 22nd, before the League of Free 
Nations Association, that the German autocracy had no greater 
enemies than Lenin and Trotsky, and that those two great statesmen 
and idealists were more responsible for the defeat of Germany than 
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any other single factor in the war. Every blatherskite, every ignor- 
amus, who wants to malign and traduce the present Russian govern- 
ment, is given space on the front page, while the testimony of men 
of the highest standing, unquestioned intelligence and unimpeachable 
honesty, such as Colonel Raymond Robins, head of the Red Cross 
Mission to Russia, is stuck in in an inside page, and their utterances 
are garbled, twisted and perverted. 

Every one of the above statements can be proven a hundred 
times over by every issue of The Times. It is unjust, dishonest and 
cruel to thus mislead, poison and befog people. You certainly should 
exert your influence to change the editorial policy of The Times. 

If justice and humanity will not prevail upon the present owners 
of The Times to make a change towards decency and truth, self- 
interest should do it. 

Or is the imperialistic plutocracy so blind and deaf that it can- 
not see the signs in the heavens or hear the rumblings in the earth? 

I hope and pray that we may not have a bloody revolution in this 
country. But if the non-yielding stupidity of our imperialistic plu- 
tocracy should bring about a bloody revolution, the first people of 
whom a stern accounting for their misdeeds will be demanded will 
be the editors and publishers of our daily newspapers. And stern 
indeed will be the reckoning. Not only will their properties be 
confiscated, but they will be very lucky if they escape with their heads 
on their shuolders. And the voices of us, moderates, will then be 
indeed voices in the wilderness. The lawless violence and brutality 
which newspapers like The Times advocate and approve of will then 
be turned against them, and great will be the number of men and 
women who will consider it but poetic justice. 

Very sincerly yours, 
WitiiAmM J. Roprnson. 
* * 
Bolshevism and Equal Opportunities 
By Morrison I. Swift 
Ts 
Our Desr To BoLsHEVISM 


Let us try to be sane about Bolshevism. It is just now 
doing more than anything else to save and regenerate the world’s 
democracy. It is madly fought and lied about by those who want 
to hold democracy down, who dread its growth, despise the people 
and hate their power. Here is the truth: Democracy is Equality. 
It is, I, Political Equality, II, Equal Opportunity, and III, Economic 
Equality. Our American democracy is kindergarten and crude, for 
we have only half of political equality and nothing else. This is 
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splendid for monopolizers of wealth. Real Democracy would tfoler- 
ate no monopolists, and would use wealth only for equal human 
welfare. 

Exactly that is what the Russian Bolshevists are trying to do. 
Of course they blunder—even we do. But the difference is that they 
are trying to do the great and right thing, and we are not. The 
reason is that our rich are absolutely resolved there shall be no true 
justice and brotherhood in America, and the rest of us lie down. 
They want to own America and be America, and we let them. You 
can see how rankly selfish that is. But now it is abominable, for 
it is going to create a hell here. The rich haven’t learned the social 
alphabet. ‘They can’t see that the people have determined to scrap 
the whole Croesus business and use all wealth to serve man. Capital- 
istcraft is merely camouflaged kingcraft. Hell is coming because the 
rich won’t co-operate to democratize wealth. 

Russian Bolshevism is the great living example of the common 
people tearing to shreds the usurpation of wealth. The method 
has to be bloody in a country just free from Czarism with the reptile 
tyrants everywhere crawling to get back. And don’t be fooled by 
those who damn the Bolshevists merely because they don’t want to 
jump out of the frying pan of Czardom into the fire of capitalism. 
There are in Russia those who want to make it a happy hunting 
ground for capitalist bandits to exploit behind their shields of sham 
democracy. The Bolsheviki are trying to save Russia from the 
second pit of slavery into which the money-masters of the world con- 
spire to plunge it. 

A social revolution there must be, abolishing poverty (the shame 
of sham democracy), enthroning economic equality and making 
America the noblest nation on earth. Let us show our intelligence 
by unitedly achieving this revolution with conference and common 
consent, without blood. I, as a thorough American in ancestry, 
conviction and love of country, stand for this. Do you? If so let 
us join hands and avert chaos. 

Ik 
Our Fantastic Eqguat Opportunity. 


Does Col. Charles E. Lydecker really speak for the National 
Security League of which he is president? If so it is a Dark Ages 
Society, anti-American, which will help bring Red Revolution on 
this country. I don’t believe he represents it. His astounding word 
is: “The position of the League is that there is no proletariat in the 
United States—that every man has an equal opportunity to make 
good.” 

This opium dream was put forth to soothe and still Bol- 
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shevism, for Lydecker adds that “Bolshevism, after all, is a state of 
mind.” It is—in the sense that the sun is, and war with Germany 
was, a state of mind. Equal opportunity in America is also a state 
of mind—+the mind of those who corner all the best opportunities and 
have the bulk of the wealth. Let me illustrate. One of the Astors 
left in trust for his child, born 1912, $3,000,000. Since then the 
infant has earned $140,000 a year playing with its toys. Recently 
its mother asked an expert how much the boy would earn Dy his 2Ist 
Lirthday if he left the income and principal untouched. At 5 per 
cent., the expert said, he would by 1933 have earned $5,357,880, 
which with the $3,000,000 he had earned before he was born, would 
total over $8,000,000. 

Some crazy people called Bolshevists think the babe will not 
have earned this pile of wealth. They harbor the insane delusion 
that those who toil earn it, that our equal law takes it from them and 
gives it to a playing child. Of course these mad monsters are wrong 
and the Lydecker League is going to convince every 8-or-9-hour-a- 
day toiler that by playing all day like infant Astor he too can “make 
good,” and in 21 years lay by his little eight million. That is what 
“equal opportunity,’ which Lydecker tells us we all have, means. 
I don’t suppose it will be difficult for the generous Colonel to get all 
the workers to go on a 21-years’ strike to earn their $8,000,000 apiece. 
His cure for Bolshevism is absolute. 

The imbecile English see things upside down. They pronounce 
this talk about equal opportunity sheer drivel, and, stung by Bol- 
shevism, in the coming half year are going to take $195,000,000 out of 
the dividends of the coal owners and give it to the coal diggers!!! 
But what can you expect? The “British always were fools. Now 
they’ll have bloody Bolshevism ‘‘quick and sure.” For the Astor 
babies over there who created the coal will rise up and cut every- 
body’s throat to get back their eternal and immutable rights. ‘God 
pity England!” 


* * 


Mrs. Kate O’Hare’s Letters from Prison 


It affords me extreme pleasure to present to my _ readers 
Mrs. Kate Richards O’Hare’s letters from prison. I do not know 
in the line of letters anything quite so sweet, so human, so noble, 
and withal so humorous and whimsical. Valuable as Mrs. O’Hare’s 
work was out of prison, I believe she is doing even greater service to 
mankind behind prison walls. We all wish her free as soon as pos- 
sible, but I confess that I for one would miss her weekly prison 
letter. Mrs. O’Hare was great as a free woman—she is inimitable 
as a “convict.” 
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Letter I. 
Jefferson City, Mo., 
F. P. O’Harg, April 20th, 1919. 
to1i Holland Bldg., 
St. Louis, Mo. 


Dear SWEETHEARTS: 


I can only write one letter but papa will copy it and send it 
on. First of all, I am quite all right. I feel perfectly well, sleep 
like a baby and eat like a harvest hand. ‘The quiet after the stress, 
strain and hard work of these trying times is really restful. 


So far I seem to feel no sense of shock whatever. I entered 
quite as calmly as I have registered at hundreds of hotels and the 
clang of the cell door did not disturb me more than the slamming 
of my room door by a careless bell boy. I have either much more 
poise, courage and strength of character than I dreamed of possess- 
ing or I am psychologically stunned. I suppose that Dr. Zeuch or 
Dr. Barnes might say the latter. 


At any rate I am having a most interesting time. Life is the 
“Great Adventure” and I am living one of its most interesting and 
illuminating experiences. I have learned much, so very much, in 
these strained days; lessons of pride and humility; lessons of laughter 
and sorrow; lessons of high comedy and bitter tragedy. I have 
learned that prison cells can teach greater and more useful lessons 
than college classrooms. 


And don’t think that I am gloomy and lonely and unloved here, 
for I certainly am not. Through all the tragedy and heart-ache 
there come sparkles of wit and flashes of humor, and we really find 
many things to laugh over. 


I have received so many beautiful letters. You must let the 
comrades know that I will be glad to get letters from all of them, 
that there is no limit to what I can receive, but I can write only one 
letter a week and that of course must be to the family. 


Have the publishers send me the new books. I can’t get too 
much reading matter. There are 80 girls here, and there is not a 
book, magazine or particle of reading matter supplied to the women. 

I have received my various packages and I am quite comfortable. 
I got the flowers and candy this morning and the message they 
brought was very sweet and welcome. I am only short a soft metal 
knife and fork now and I will be all fixed. 

Food is a problem. The kitchen is three blocks from the 
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women’s dining hall, and everything is stone cold when served and is 
uneatable. But we may have everything that does not require cook- 
ing sent in from the outside. It will take some thought for me to 
work out a balanced ration. 

Tell the women comrades that I will be very glad to have any 
sort of home-made jams, jellies and pickles, in fact anything that is 
put up in small containers. Tell Mrs. Wagner to send me some of 
her nice cookies, and the Jewish comrades to send me a box of Matzos. 
I would like some of Mrs. K’s tiny pickles and onions also, And, 
Frank, when you come to Jefferson City, arrange with a grocer to 
send me such vegetables and fruit as I can manage. And send me 
a little stand about six inches deep, and two feet wide the height 
of a table, with three or four shelves to keep things on. 

My cell is about eight feet square, with steel walls, the front is 
of bars, I have a table and chair, and I have received the rug and 
table cover, the sheets and pillow cases and bed spread, and it looks 
quite comfortable. We scrub our cells thoroughly once a week. 
There is light and ventilation, and happily, no bad smells, for no 
cooking is permitted in the cells. 

Our little world has its comedies, its vanities, its classes and its 
castes, just like the big world outside. The ‘‘federals” are for some 
reason the “upper class,” and the “‘politicals,’ are the aristocracy. 
There are three real ‘‘politicals,’ Emma Goldman, a wonderful 
little girl of 18, and myself. There is another ‘‘espionage,”’ but she 
is just a poor, simple old soul, about as dangerous to the government 
as an old cow. 

It is certainly a great thing to have two women like the two 
“politicals” with me here. Emma*is very fine and sweet, and in- 
tellectually companionable, while the little girl is a darling. We 
have really interesting times. 

Next in rank are the women who have disposed of undesirable 
husbands, and at this point I want to expound for all of my male 
friends a bit of wisdom. If you chance to have one of those meek, 
patient, quiet, long-suffering wives, beware that you do not try 
them too far, or some morning you may wake up in paradise, or the 
other place. If you have chanced to get a temperamental lady, of 
shrewish tendencies, you may be uncomfortable, but you will be 
safe. 

You might tell the Rev. Dr. Bitting that I understand him now. 
I now know what he feels when he comes into contact with the 
working class. I feel the same thing here. I want to come close 
to these women, I want to serve them, but I am conscious of the 
fact that they feel that I am apart from them. Quite often I 


A VOICE IN THE WILDERNESS 31 


feel that I am reaching a human soul, uncovering a rich vein of 
underdog philosophy, and then some cynical soul says “Aw cut it— 
she’s a lady.” And I am baffled and shut out and realize that 
“ladies” and “clergymen” are purely ornamental, and can have no 
relations to real life. But I feel that I am gaining ground and 
in time I will not be penalized for being a “ladyx” One thing in ~ 
my favor is that I can work. I am certainly thankful for my manual 
dexterity. The work in the factory does not trouble me in the 
least. I understood that I have broken all records for beginners 
in making jumpers. I feel a little stiff and sore, but it is nothing 
serious. I feel sure that I will be able to make the “task” by next 
week, which is 55 jumpers each day. 

I am wondering if you will be able to read this. Writing a 
long letter by hand is a task for me, and a greater one for those who 
must read it. I feel sure that by the time Governor Painter, the 
warden, has deciphered a letter or two of mine, he will be willing 
to let me have my little Corona typewriter for his own sake if not 
for mine. 

Please make a copy of this letter for Grace and send one to Mr. 
Lovell also. You might send a copy to Mr. Wattles, and thank 
him for his kindness and courtesy to me. 

Let Mrs. Brown read it, and I want her to know how much I 
appreciated her very sweet letter. 

This is Easter, and I think it means more to me than any 
other Easter in my whole life. I think that I have come just a little 
nearer the soul of the universe; that I can touch hands across the 
ages with all who have walked through Gethsemane and who have 
found peace for their own souls in service for others. 


It seems strange, but it is true, that today it is not my own 
loved ones, not even my comrades, that I long to reach with an 
Easter message of love and cheer. My own have the memories of long 
years of love and they can afford to lend me for a time to these poor, 
despoiled, despairing creatures here. I want you, my children and 
my husband, to feel that you have only loaned me for a time to those 
who need me far more bitterly than you do. 


I want the comrades with whom I have worked for years with 
all my strength, to feel that they must not be bitter if I am taken 
away for a little while to be with the bitterly wronged victims of 
our social stupidity. 

I am deeply grateful to be where I am today and to have 
found such a place of service. I know that my children are secure. 
Gene and Victor will be tenderly cared for at Chaminade; Kathleen 
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will be happy with Cousins Mamie and Charles, and Mrs. K. and 
the St. Louis comrades will take care of my big boys. And there are 
so many who need me here. The poor little “dope fiend” in the cell 
next to me needs me more than my own do. You have love and 
health and the beautiful world; she has only the hellish cry of her 
nerves for “dope,” the black despair born of the neglect of those who 
should help her, and the gnawing hunger of a long under-nourished 
body. I can feed her and encourage her and pet her, and I think if 
Jesus were consulted on the matter, he would prefer that I should 
be here this Easter Day rather than in some magnificent church. 


If I were outside to-day I might be speaking to a great crowd. 
Perhaps my empty place and silent voice will serve my comrades 
and my cause better than my presence. 


So do not worry about me, and do not be sad. I am all right 
and I will come back to you a better wife, a more tender mother 
and a wiser and more efficient comrade. 


The floor girl has just come to tell me that it is time to turn in 
my letter, se I must close now. 


You must all be brave and cheerful and go on just as if I had 
not been taken from you. Tell the comrades to go on with my 
work and all will be well. 


Love and kisses to my Darlings, and greetings to the friends 
and Comrades, 


MammMa. 
* * * 


Well and Truly Said 


Everywhere the common people are stirring. If they are to be 
met with repression, there will be revolution everywhere; bloodshed, 
lawlessness, poverty, confusion, death. It is, perhaps, in the minds 
of the reactionaries that they can stake all on the wild gamble of a 
Russian war, and once again divert the minds of men from domestic 
progress by the pressure of external excitement. It is a vain hope. 
The common people of Britain sacrificed everything to fight Germany 
because they believed in the German menace. No one believes in the 
Russian menace. Russia asks only to be let alone. 


Russia is the acid test. But the British empire is the acid test, 
too. The same test applies everywhere, for the problem is everywhere 
the same. Peace or war? Freedom or oppression? Justice or ruin? 
Peace, freedom, justice, are to be had; one great gesture, one demo- 
cratic appeal, one clear lead, would save the world. It is for labor 
to lead.— The London Herald. 


“VICTORY WOULD MEAN PEACE FORCED 


UPON THE LOSER, A VICTOR’S TERMS IMPOSED | 


UPON THE VANQUISHED. IT WOULD BE AC- 
CEPTED IN HUMILIATION, UNDER DURESS, AT 

AN INTOLERABLE SACRIFICE, AND WOULD / 
LEAVE A STING, A RESENTMENT, A BITTER 
MEMORY UPON WHICH TERMS OF PEACE | 
WOULD REST NOT PERMANENTLY, BUT ONLY 
AS UPON QUICKSAND.”—PRESIDENT WILSON, 
Jan. 22, 1917. 

“YOU CATCH, WITH ME, THE VOICES OF 

HUMANITY THAT ARE IN THE AIR... 
THEY INSIST THAT THE WAR SHALL NOT END 
IN VINDICTVE ACTION OF ANY KIND; THAT NO 
NATION OR PEOPLE SHALL BE ROBBED OR 
PUNISHED BECAUSE THE IRRESPONSIBLE RUL- 
ERS OF A SINGLE COUNTRY HAVE THEM- 
SELVES DONE DEEP AND ABOMINABLE 
WRONG. IT IS THIS THOUGHT THAT HAS 
BEEN EXPRESSED IN THE FORMULA, ‘NO AN- 
NEXATIONS, NO CONTRIBUTIONS, NO PUNI- 
TIVE INDEMNITIES.’ ” — PRESIDENT WILSON, 
Dec. 4, 1917. 

. . . We have no jealousy of German greatness, and 
there is nothing in this programme that impairs it. We 
do not wish to injure her or to block in any way her 
legitimate influence or power. We do not wish to fight 
her either with arms or with hostile arrangements of 
trade if she is willing to associate herself with us and 
the other peace-loving nations of the world in covenants 
of justice and law and fair dealing. We wish her only 
to accept a place of equality among the peoples of the 
world—the new world in which we now live—instead 
of a place of mastery.—Address to Congress, January 
8, 1918. 

. . . We are ready, whenever the final reckoning is 
made, to be just to the German people, deal fairly with 
the German power, as with all others. There can be 
no difference between peoples in the final judgment, if 
it is indeed to be a righteous judgment. To purpose 
anything but justice, even-handed and dispassionate jus- 
tice, to Germany at any time, whatever the outcome of 
the war, would ke to renounce ard dishonor our own 
cause, for we ask nothing that we are not willing to 
accord.—Liberty Loan Speech, April 6, 1918. 


REMARKABLE NEWS FROM RUSSIA 


As we are about to go to press there is brought to our 
notice a communication which appeared in the New 
York Globe last night (June 3rd). 

In view of the fact that The Globe is so rabidly anti- 
Russian, i. e., anti-Bolshevik, this communication from 


its correspondent is of peculiar significance. 


It seems 


that the capitalistic papers posses a modicum of decency 
now and then, for if The Globe had wanted to suppress 
this remarkable communication it could have done so 
and nobody would have been any the wiser. 

Read it carefully and maybe your eyes will be opened 
as to how much credence can be put into any of the 
stories about the “Bolshevist Terror.” 


MOSCOW, Russia, May 19.— 
There is no anarchy either in Pet- 
rograd or Moscow, and there is no 
chaos in Soviet Russia. Never 
since its inauguration has the So- 
viet government been more power- 
ful than it is today. Never in the 
history of modern Russia has any 
government had more real author- 
ity than the present Soviet system. 


When one penetrates Soviet 
Russia one is struck by the fact 
that whatever Bolshevism may be, 
it is not anarchy. After having 
passed some time within the fron- 
tiers of the communist republic, 
one is surprised at the situation 
here, for it is absolutely the oppo- 
site of what the American people 
imagine it to be. There is no dis- 
order; there is even too much 
order, 

One is safer in the streets of 
Petrograd and Moscow than in 
New York or Chicago. Imagine 
what would happen in Chicago at 
night if the streets were unlighted 
and imagine, further, what would 
happen if the police disappeared 
from the city. There are no po- 
licemen in Moscow, and because 
of the coal crisis the streets are 
unlighted; yet one can traverse 
the streets after midnight in per- 
fect safety. 

Before coming to Russia I was 
informed that the Soviet govern- 
ment was tottering and would 
soon fall. The newspapers here 
publish the wireless despatches 
sent from Paris to America. These 
are absolutely contrary to the 
facts, and even people most vio- 
lently opposed to Bolshevism can- 
not find anything here to support 
such ass2rtions. On the contrary, 


numerous signs show that the So-| 


siderably in the last few months. 
Since Admiral Kolchak’s recent 
successes the masses have arisen 
to uphold the Soviet government. 
The Allies’ blockade of the Baltic 
has embittered all classes and aug- 
mented the government’s support. 

The Allied terms to Germany 
are considered here by every one 
as unfair. The Franco-British aim 
is to dismember Russia and re- 
duce her to slavery. The result 
of all this has been to make 100,- 
100,000 Russians firmly resolved 
to fight for the defense of their 
country and government. In So- 
viet Russia every man capable of 
fighting is ready to die rather 
than surrender. The government 
mobilization is proceeding through- 
out with less disorder than attend- 
ed the draft in the United States. 
There was a time when the So- 
viet government was dominated by 
the minority, who had seized the 
reins of power, but that time has 
passed. Even a blind observer 
here quickly sees that a formid- 
able majority of the nation favors 
the Soviet government. 

“The food question in Petro- 
grad and Moscow is very serious. 
Will America now extend a help- 
ing hand to the famished popula- 
tion and send food and merchan- 
dise to Russia?’’ These ques- 
tions are On everybody’s lips. The 
people want peace. The govern- 
ment has also declared that it 
wants peace with the world and 
is ready tO make concessions to 
the Allies. The people desire only 
to let the rest of the world alone 
provided they are let alone. They 
are fighting for peace in Russia, 
and not for social revolution in 


viet gOv2rnment has grown con-' western Europe. 


